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have forgotten me. Surely, I am better worth
knowing than Shakespeare?"

The question astonished me so that I could
not make up my mind at once; but when he
pressed me later I had to tell him that Shake-
speare had reached higher heights of thought
and feeling than any modern, though I was
probably wrong in saying that I knew him bet-
ter than I knew a living man.

I had to go back to England and some little
time elapsed before I could return to Paris;
but I crossed again early in the summer, and
found he had written nothing.

I often talked with him about it; but now he
changed his ground a little.

"I can't write, Frank. When I take up my
pen all the past comes back: I cannot bear the
thoughts . . . regret and remorse, like twin
dogs, wait to seize me at any idle moment. I
must go out and watch life, amuse, interest
myself, or I should go mad. You don't know
how sore it is about my heart, as soon as I am
alone. I am face to face with my own soul; the
Oscar of four years ago, with his beautiful se-
cure life, and his glorious easy triumphs, comes
up before me, and I cannot stand the contrast.
. . . My eyes burn with tears. If you care
for me, Frank, you will not ask me to write."

"You promised to try," I  said somewhat